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Huellas de la Tierra, Alegre Polvo Veraniego II, acrylic on canvas 
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"Creativity, as has been said, consists largely of rearranging what we know 
in order to find out what we do not know. Hence, to think creatively, we 
must be able to look afresh at what we normally take for granted." 


George Kneller 
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J ust last spring, student media underwent major structural changes. For those 
of us who give hours and hours of our weeks to student media, this was 
alarming. We felt we had been left out of an important conversation, and we 
didn't want to lose our identities or our independence. I immediately worried 
that the Circle, the smallest of the five student media groups, would be over- 
looked during the restructuring process. 

Despite our reservations about the impending changes, leaders from all of 
the student media groups went beyond their normal responsibilities to make 
the transition as flawless as possible. We participated in hiring committees to 
find new advisors and attended several interior design meetings to make our 
new offices both welcoming and collaborative. We agreed to more weekly and 
monthly meetings to improve communication between our staffs and provide 
support for one another. 

By participating in these committees and meetings, my managing 
editor, Mary Cole Daulton, and I have been able to share the Circle's goals and 
purpose with a growing number of students and faculty. My initial worries that 
the Circle might fall to the side during the restructuring were unfounded. The 
entire Circle staff has worked hard to publicize the Circle across campus. We 
received many more submissions than we normally do. This semester we had 70 
poetry submissions, 16 more than last semester; 27 prose submissions, 18 more 
than last semester; and 120 visual arts submissions, 41 more than last semester. 
The staff, especially the public relations team, has worked tirelessly on the Circle 
blog to draw year-round attention to the magazine. Our graphic designer, 
Lydia Sweeney, continues to push the aesthetic of the Circle to the next level, 
making the magazine more appealing to you, the reader. The Circle would not be 
where it is today without the enthusiastic efforts of the staff, and for that I am so 
grateful. 

I also want to thank our graduate advisor, Benjamin Arnberg, for fielding 
my endless questions about everything from t-shirts to budget issues. To all our 
new advisors, especially Alec Harvey, our editorial advisor, and Liz Stone, the 
manager of communications and marketing for Student Affairs, welcome to the 
team; thank you for everything you've already done for us. And of course, to our 
submitters and readers, thank you for your creativity and time. I hope you enjoy 
this edition of The Auburn Circle. 


Jamie McClintock 
Editor-in- Chief 
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Afterthought 


Poetry by Ande Nichols 


I stick like lint, 
flat, bleak, insist 
ing that I exist 


I sag like wax, 
dragging, excess, use 
less as an excuse 


You pick me off, flick 
with a quick twist 
of your wrist 


I want to be a mess 
you cant get rid of 


A rubik's cube 
un 
fold 
ing 
An etch a sketch 
scatt 
er 
ing 
À slinky 
un 
coil 
ing 
All of you 
surrounded 
All of me 
unbounded 
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An Inhalation, Kristen Bledsoe, VSCOCam Galaxy 84 


For October 


Poetry by Katherine Tidwell 


Do not become all 
teeth and sharp claws just because 
your skin's made of heart- 


irn Jelani Moore Canon TH xdi 
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Genesis 


Poetry by Claire Walter 


Oh, how you move 
around the shrubs, shears dancing 
like trained machines, waiting 


for rain, waiting to smear mud 
on the enamel of your teeth 
and call yourself Man. 


Man is nothing if not dirt 
and what am 1 but marrow from your rib? 


Though we entwine ourselves 
like so many weeds, we know nothing 


of devotion. We know 


dirty dishes on the counter where I coil myself 
around your middle. We know stains 
of lovemaking on the landlord's couch 


know sore lungs, the brand of teeth 
on each others backs. You are charcoal, blood 


and maniac hair and I am the fingers sleeping 


inside it. 
Outside, a cat 
crawls beneath the lawnmower, 
seduces wet earth with an arched back, 
waits 


for someone to wring the clouds dry. 
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Fiction by Aaron Scobie 


The Auburn Circle 


A you climb to your ever-tall destination, you begin to 
think that this is the hard part; climbing this is what 
will bring you down. You will spend every breath you need 
to save staring at your feet, while associating the ground 
as the firmness to keep you planted, like the roots that fall 
down behind. You hope the fall will be like the roots; think 
that it will be easier to manage. Your fall will be short and 
free. It is almost wanting. 

You make it to a leveled stone to sit and rest. Your 
breath staggers. You cannot take in enough air because 
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your body wants to exhale any use of it. When you were 
climbing, you weren't breathing correctly, and now your 
lungs immediately—as soon as the air touches their mal- 
leable tissue—expels this CO2 that is extinguished from 
your mouth. You fall on your back and think to yourself 
that you need to work out more. 

As you lay on the boulder, you stare at the blue sky. 
There are no clouds, no birds, no planes, simply your mind 
thinking it sees an air ship, but it is just the hallucinogenic 
sun watering your eyes. Your thoughts are being morphed 
into reality. You realize there is nothing in your sky. 


You think your back is beginning to melt to this 
boulder you are resting on, and your mind starts to realize 
that this boulder could break from its nested home. You 
will have to figure out whether you get up (peeling your 
skin for it—you think it will be painful) and continue your 
journey to the top of this new challenge, or stay laying on 
it, letting your back be dragged with it; feeling the air blow 
up your nose; smelling the air as you fall into the deep 
green depth. You have made a new home you do not wish 
to leave. 

You sit up with no problem: your back isn’t peeled 
off and the boulder doesn't move. Your complacency with 
sliding away from the terrifying peak, which you have 
claimed in your mind as the hardest thing you have ever 
done, is really not that hard. Once you catch your breath, 
you begin to take everything into your view: the beauty 
of the hundred foot tall tree line, the no clouds in the sky, 
the green water at the bottom of this mountain, and the 
wakes colliding with each other. The pupils in your eyes 
are adjusting to sun. The sky is adjusting its color to match 
your eyes: a deep blue. You hold in the back of your mind 
that this view, right here, is perfect, and if you go to the 
top, you will see it spoiled; tainted with the pollution of 
little children and a collection of various sized boats. You 
hear muffled yells come from the men of the boats. You 
contemplate whether it really is necessary to even go to 
the top. You can take everything in here. 

You blink and realize that your body is climbing 
back up the rocks above the spot where you thought about 
staying, thought about living forever in a moment of bliss 
of untainted beauty that is now, thought about sitting on 
the cusp of eternity and being frozen there; to be painted 
on it. Your mind doesn't want that. Your mind wants to 
appeal to the collection of boats that wait at the bottom of 
this mountain. Your mind wants attention and satisfaction 
from these boats. Your mind wants the muffled yells to be 
about him. Your mind wants the eyes of these men to be 
focus on you. Your mind wants to jump. 

You make it to the top, and you inhale and hold 
it, thinking that you might float away—go higher. Your 
head rushes, and you see exactly where you are: 50 feet up 
on a small island on a lake. You see around ten to fifteen 
kids waiting to jump off a shorter ledge below to your left. 
You count each of the massive boats that are filled with 
shirtless men who wait, watching the kids jump. There are 
sixteen boats all clustered around causing a conglomerate 
of white noise. The smell of beer floats even to your 
high cliff. 

You step close to the edge, and you try to force your 
mind back into the view that was from the boulder earlier, 
but you just can't. You stand at the edge of the cliff, in 
thought of this climb that you personified, glorified, and 
idolized. This cliff will change you. It has to. You look 
down, and you think how you are going to jump; you think 
how you should jump: run then jump, fall face first, back 
first, try to do a flip, or just step. You think how far you 
will go down. You contemplate whether it will hurt when 
you hit the water, and what might happen to your body 
after you hit it: a broken arm, your balls will bust because 
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| your legs weren't together, your skin will rip off because 
| you are falling too quickly—the snakes and other reptiles 
in the water will come in and start to feed on you because | Red Top Lights, Molly Rhodes, Nikon D5000 
the blood will attract them —but you realize none of this 0 | 
will happen. It's just going to sting a little. 
You realize in your attempt to calm down by think- 
ing ahead of what could happen, that this is causing your 
body to tense up, and is now telling you to back out and 


not jump. Your mind—the very thing that made you leave 
that safe haven you formed from that boulder— is telling 
you to release the idea in jumping. You get angry with 
your mind, and decide to go against it. You are going to 
jump. Your mind is scared and flashes visions: you running 
off and slipping: falling face first (you break your neck), 
you falling in the wrong direction and jump on a kid and 
breaking his skull, and then, almost convincing you to just 
climb down by showing you the climb down (someone 
from one of the boats calls you a coward— you're not a 
coward). You stand right at the very edge; your toes are 
curled against the ninety-degree turn, and you step off. 

You don't see anything. You try to reach for the bot- 
tom, but it never comes. Like jumping off a one-foot ledge, 
you anticipate in your mind how long the jump is, and es- 
timate when your feet will hit the ground and you step, but 
here there is no ground. You point your toes as you wait 
for the water to touch them; the longer you stretch, the 
more you feel your torso elongate. It is as if your mind was 
still holding on to the cliff, and you are pulling the other 
direction to touch the water. You feel as though you have 
been in the air for so long a time that you have escaped 
the reality of the cliff and the stillness of the boulder. You 
must be inches, no centimeters, from the surface of the 
green water. You start to smile because you have reached a 
state of calamity, a state of perfect beauty. 

There is a soft pain on the balls of your feet; a sharp 
pull at your armpits. Instincts take over. Your arms are 
making movements and suddenly your head emerges from 
the depths of the water. Your breathing is heavy. You hear 
no cheering around you. All the people have stayed the 
same as they were before you started to climb to the top. 
No one was filming you. They are still drinking their beers, 
hollering at their kids to jump, and listening to their songs. 
You look at some ten-year-old jump and hit the water hard, 
and see that it took maybe a second and a half to hit the 
water. You swim back to the rope and wait to climb back 
up and start this process all over again. 
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Good Wood, Mallory Vieira, Nikon D3100 


In Bed: The Kiss 
(Toulouse-Lautrec) 


Poetry by Kristen Bledsoe 


» 


There is no sunburst like the bright 
Explosion of your auburn hair 
Against a snow-heap pillow 
(There is no mountain, no valley 
Like the paleness of your shoulders) 
No siren song like the wandering 
Hum of your morning voice 
(No ivory so precious as the slender á - 
Folded steeple of your fingers) ঢ " T 
In the morning our bare bones 
Are laid out, rosy pink and 
Littered across the linen landscape 
And we reach out, tangle ourselves 
Our eyelashes weak static 
Our kiss, white noise 
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The Hills Are Alive, Rutbie Wofford, Nikon D5100 
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= I was knee deep 
Laundry for Birds  . n dum 
of my taste for marijuana 


Poetry by Mitchell Mallory | so my Uncle Sam would quit 
diddling my wallet when I saw whose sheets I cleaned. 


In a black iron cage 

sat an eagle, big as a 

dog, perched with its wing 

in a splint. Trapped, hurt, and 

dying slowly from some unknown 
digestive ailment that made my work 
a nightmare. 


I stared as the light 

from the buzzing bulbs 

above rippled across his 

feathers like someone had tossed 

a stone into his down. He croaked as 
he soiled another countless towel that 


lined his hospital bed. 


On his head rested 

a blinding leather hood 

so that all he knew of his 

condition was the same I know 

of the depths of the darkest ocean. 

I wanted him to be free so badly I felt 
it in my teeth. 


Around me my other 

probation plebs toiled, 

carelessly tossing feathers 

and pellets out not even looking 

at the ones they serviced like nurses 

in a retirement home for only the most graceful elderly. 


I paused in front 

of the cage where the 

fecal eagle dismally dwelled. 

I popped the latch on his cage 
and he ruffled his good wing. His 
talons tensed as he tilted his head 
toward my hand. 
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I knew in that moment 

what he needed me to do. 

I closed my eyes and twisted 

as hard as I could and laid him to 
rest in his soiled linens, moving on 
to finish the rest of my service for 


the birds. 


Merely Assembled, Mary.Cole Paulto 
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Enigmatic 


Poetry by MacKenzie Colton 


You jump up, utterly lit on fire—wild and ecstatic with arms spread ablaze, 
failed to cool over time and in an instant your chest pressed to my face. 


My thoughts to you tumble out and break into fragments, 
always forcing any grating emotion back into the crevices of my mouth. 


Your jubilant hollering, at each luminous face that hollers back, 
overflows with ignitable fervor for your semblance of familiarity. 


Each conversation revolves around what enflames the twigs 
of your heart, tamping my passions down with the dirt below our feet. 


A brief smile from you can easily melt my unspoken fears— 
how quick I erase tangible signs of your lack of intention and ignorance. 


Predictably, you are consistently unpredictable, a true enigma. 
Words spout out from your lips, bulldozing my built-up understandings. 


You think that I've been pressed fresh out of a steadfast mold— 
following a conveyor belt of girls, with identical thoughts in their pretty, pink brains. 


My shelves are neatly lined with glass bottles, each filled with a piece of you: 
one contains the width of your exaggerated smile, another holds the pitch of your voice. 


Now you make a scrapbook of my shortcomings, pasting accidental slipups here, 
clipping misspoken words, arranging them neatly on colored paper. 


I feel your arms entrench my back, squeezing me like you would your toothpaste; 
willingly, I burn my itemized list of your flaws and enjoy your spindly touch. 
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Palouse, Colt Fetters, Canon 13i 
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Mire 


Poetry by Nathaniel Vincent 


I knew I wouldn't see you 
until it was certain 


I was dying. 


We have been, 
all of these years 
as we are now 


silent. 
I walk 


sinking more with each step. 
You left with morning 
and my knowing 


that I only need rain. 


Quiet now is the mud 


and gentle is the rot of my heart. 


As the water reaches my mouth, 
I remember I was a lake once. 


You stand with great pain. 
Honeycomb hangs 
from your antlers 


a crown of bees is the last sound 
I hear as light 
falls from your mouth. 
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For Alan 
[Aurora Borealis] 


Poetry by Mariah King 


Ruby Falls, Cathlene Cowart, Nikon Coolpix L810 


Atop the rickety roof we lay, 
Cradled in cold, 
Our bodies swaddled in plaid blankets, 


Fringes catching on coarse shingles. 


The snow beneath 
Cushions the stars 

As their lights 

Fall from sky to icy terrain. 


Our lungs are crisp with quiet: 
Inhaling silence, 
Exhaling echoes of earth, 


Breathing our awe into darkness. 


The dust in your bones, 
From night shifts 

At the paper mill, 
Aches with the cold. 


Calloused hands, 

Sheathed in leather work gloves, 
Gently guide tiny crocheted mittens 
Across starry expanses. 


Mapping the heavens 
In childhood scribbles: 
Luminescent crayons 


Upon the black canvas of night. 


The chill catches our breath 

Out of reddened cheeks, 

Infusing our souls 

Into the swirling incandescence above. 
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Ars moriendi (The Art of Dying), Shannon A. Bewley, watercolor/flowers/matte medium 
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et me tell you, our anniversary was three days ago. Did 
Walter remember? Of course not. Youd think that 
after being married for forty-three years he would be able 

to remember." Maureen dropped a beautiful white curl 

and stepped back to admire her work. Half of Clarisse's 

৷ head was draped with tight, white curls. Small cotton balls 
sprinkled along the base of her neck and the bottom half 
of her head. Clarisse had died just yesterday in her home 
as she was watering her hydrangeas. She had bent over to 
pick up her watering can and never got back up. An aneu- 
rysm, they said; she was gone within minutes. 

à "Darling, I wish I could take off like you do," Maureen 
said as she ran the brush through another strand of hair. 

"You know what I have to look forward to?" 
Clarisse's head swayed slightly from side to side. 
"Nothing, Clarisse. I got nothing. When I get home 

D Walter will be on his filthy couch watching TV. I'll cook 

1 dinner, and he won't even ask about my day. Richard wasn't 

like that, was he?" 

Clarisse's head shook. 

The round brush glided through her soft, white hair, 
the pink scalp showing as her hair stretched, and then 
disappearing once the hair was loosened, a curled cloud 
taking its place. Maureen sighed, looking down at Clar- 
isse's relaxed frame. 

“I must say, you are looking gorgeous, Clarisse,” said 
Maureen. She stepped forward and grabbed another limp, 
pearly strand. 
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Clarisse's head nodded gently, the curls bouncing 
with the movement. The room was alive with the whirring 
of the blow dryer and the sound of Clarisse's hair slid- 
ing through the brush. Her hair ran around it, hugging it, 
winding and unwinding until a beautiful curl formed. 


“You'll never guess who I saw last week,” said Maureen. 


"Lois." 
Clarisse remained silent. 
“I know. I was surprised, too. I didn't think she would 
be coming around here for a while. I had just given her a 
perm." Maureen grabbed one of Clarisse's curls, rubbing 
it in between her knobby fingers. Her skin was thin, like 
tissue paper, and her red nails starkly contrasted against 
the white. 
“Let me tell you, your hair is so much prettier than 
hers. Now, dont go on telling her I said that. We're all 
friends here." She dropped the curl and watched Clarisse. 


Her hair ran around it, 
hugging it, winding and 


unwinding until a 
beautiful curl formed. 


“I was really looking forward to lunch this Friday. 

It's too bad that we had to cancel." Maureen placed her 
ring-laden hand on Clarisse's shoulder. “It’s okay, though. I 
understand. You've got other things to worry about. When 
you got to go, you got to go." 

Clarisse's head nodded apologetically, her curls 
springing as her head bounced from one side to the other. 

“What was I saying?" she looked at Clarisse's relaxed 
face. “I swear my memory is getting worse. Soon, I'll be 
babbling all to myself!" Maureen chuckled lightly, one red 
nail swooping under her watering left eye. 

“Lord, my allergies must already be kicking in. That 
usually doesn't happen until I bring out the hairspray.” She 
hummed to herself a little, winding and unwinding a few 
more strands. 

“T remember now! Lois!" She threw her arm holding 
the hairdryer up, temporarily defeating her failing memory. 

“As I was saying, I can’t believe she never showed up for 
bridge last week. Out of all of us I didn't expect her to be 
a no show." 

Maureen sighed and placed the blow dryer in between 
her legs. Her arthritic hands were starting to cramp. She 
tucked the brush under her arm and moved her tired 
wrists in slow circles, popping and grinding occasionally 
heard over the muffled dryer. 

“I don't know what we're going to do with so many 
people skipping Tuesday Bridge Night. If we keep it up, 
it'll just be Doris and me. And you know I hate how 
she's always wiggling her nose. You never know if she's 
got something or if she's just messing with you." She 
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finally retrieved the brush and blow dryer to finish off the 
last strand. 

“We need four people. We used to be eight and now - 
we are down to five. I guess I better start practicing my 
solitaire...” 

Clarisse remained silent. 
“I'm sorry, honey. I didn't mean to offend you.” 
Maureen neatly untangled the last curl from the brush. 
She held the wispy lock and ran her fingers through it un- + 
til she came to the tip and had nothing left to hold on to. 
She dropped the hairbrush into her stylist roller cart, and 
switched the hairdryer off, resting it in the trolley. 

“I may just be getting too old for this, Clarisse,” she 
said. She stepped back to gaze upon her almost-finished 
work of art. *Rob and the kids came by and visited yes- 
terday. He said I'm too old to be doing this. I tried telling 
him no. You know how much I love hair. Not just hair, I 
love seeing y'all all dolled up, too." 

She leaned over her cart to search for the hairspray, 
the final touch. She shook the purple bottle, its contents 
swooshing against the aluminum walls. She bent over, 
shielding Clarisse's face as she sprayed. The mist settled in, 
locking her pearly locks. 

Maureen took a step back and admired her finished 
work. Clarisse remained unmoving, her beautiful curls 
securely in place. Maureen was about to place her hand on 
her friend's shoulder one last time when Mr. Carter, the " 
funeral home director, came walking in. 

"Are you ladies ready?" he asked, fixing his tie 
and glancing at the clock that was placed on the wall 
behind Maureen. 

“Yes, we are." 

“Great, I have a birthday party to get to; the twins turn 
seven today," Mr. Carter said as he made his way around 
the cold, sterile room. 

Maureen finished, the products and brushes neatly ‘ 
organized according to size. 

“So, who do we have here?” asked Mr. Carter, leaning 
forward to closely inspect Clarisse’s resting form. 

“Clarisse Bishop,” said Maureen, placing a well-aged 
hand on Clarisse’s shoulder. 

“Did you know her?” Mr. Carter checked Clarisse’s 
nails, making sure they weren't chipped. 

“Yes, we were friends.” 

Mr. Carter paused and put down Clarisse’s hand. He 
looked at Maureen and then back at Clarisse. 

“I don't see how you can do this, Maureen,” he said. 

“Someone's got to do it, Mr. Carter. Just like someone : 
has to be the funeral home director." 

“T guess that's true. But I don't have to be as close 
to them." . 

“For now, Mr. Carter. Before you know it, your friends 
will be lining these tables," said Maureen, tapping her 
red nails on the cold metal. “I want them to look right. I 
want their families and friends to see them the way they 
remember them." 

“But what's the point? They're still dead,” said Mr. 

Carter. He bent down and tied the strings of one of his 
slick black shoes. “Let me make sure the hearse is all ready.” 


Mr. Carter was about to walk out the door when he 
turned back around to look at Maureen. 

"Maureen, who will do your hair the day you pass 
away?" asked Mr. Carter. 

"I don't know, Mr. Carter. I guess you'll have to hire 
someone else to get it done," said Maureen. "Whoever it 
is needs to love their job. Just because you're dead doesn't 
mean you have to look it." 

Mr. Carter chuckled and walked toward Maureen. 

"I guess you're right,” he said. He turned towards Cla- 
risse and patted her on the arm. “Let me go check on her 
ride. Do you need a ride, Maureen?" 

“No, thank you, Mr. Carter. My husband said he would 
pick me up." 

Mr. Carter left the room, leaving Maureen and 
Clarisse to themselves. Maureen glanced at Clarisse, her 
peaceful, unmoving frame was lying on the stainless steel 
table. Maureen gently placed her well-aged hand on her 
friend's shoulder. Looking at her calm, empty expression, 
one would have thought she was merely sleeping. She 
gently tousled Clarisse's front curls, the way Clarisse 
used to whenever they were bridge partners. The curls 
bounced merrily, small soft sheep prancing on her field of 
a forehead. 

"You rest now and take care," whispered Maureen as 


she looked at her dolled-up friend for the last time. TII 


see you when I see you. And when I do, you better have 
been practicing bridge." 

Maureen pushed her stylist trolley out of the room, 
making her way toward the funeral home’s exit that faced 
the side parking lot. She backed into the door, pushing it 
open with her weight and was blinded by the natural sun- 
light that streamed into the building. It took her eyes a few 
seconds to adjust to the brightness and she started walking 
toward the left end of the lot, where Walter typically 
parked whenever he picked her up from work. She saw a 
small group of people gathered near a couple of cars and 
she began walking towards them, her cart rattling over the 
cracked asphalt. The people were murmuring and whis- 
pering, and, as she got closer, she could see several people 
congregating around Walter's old tan Buick Lacrosse. 

She tried making her way around the crowd to get 
a better view but she felt someone tug on her arm. She 
turned around to see Mr. Carter looking frantic and 
confused. 

"Maureen, it's Walter. We think he had a heart at- 
tack. We called an ambulance, but...” 

Maureen let go of her trolley and turned back 
toward the crowd. She looked blankly back at her stylist 
roller cart before carefully pushing her way through the 
crowd to her deceased husband. At least Walter was bald. 
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"Folding in Architecture was more or less my observation that architecture was 
becoming something defined by surfaces, not grids—a shift in the discipline 
from thinking of space in terms of coordinates, to space in terms of surfaces." 


—Greg Lynn in conversation with Carson Chan, 032C 


Folding and Architecture, Christopher Stone, museum board 
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Shades of Betrayal 


Poetry by Ande Nichols 


You swim in cinnamon as you glide through the door 
at four in the morning. 1 smell the splash of red. 


My fingers chase yours in an eternal orbit 


like fearful moons of Mars. I see the flash of red. 


Those three little words brake at the longest stop light. 
Then they coldly fly. I feel the whiplash of red. 


Your lips plaster a silhouette of her on mine 
with a cheap cherry. I taste the fruit's ash of red. 


As we sip sunsets from the deep cups of our curves, 
a name spills, not Ande. I hear the crash of red. 
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t is through this understanding that the American West 

was never what popular culture thought it was. It is 
merely petty nostalgia. It was a place of no honor and no 
integrity. Ihe amount of emphasis Americans place on this 
barbaric time period is disgusting and...." 

“Man, this is a load of horseshit,” Lindon thought 

to himself as he was reading another brilliant essay for 
Fresh Takes magazine. As a volunteer editor for his friend, 
struggling Editor-in-Chief Benj Faulkner, he was asked 
to review new submissions before they were put into the 
magazine. Each one so far was a load of crap, and this one 
was no different. However, he couldn't say that to Benj; 


they were friends too long. In typical Lindon Oakley 
fashion, he sucked it up and wrote constructive criticism. 
Pretty soon, most of these essays and articles were filled 
with so much red ink it was starting to smear on the table. 
Lindon stretched his arms back, took an ape-like 
yawn, and got up from his chair to walk around for a bit. 
He looked up at the clock over the door for the study. 
"How has it only been two hours?" 
Lindon was hoping it would be closer to the time 
his hosts were supposed to return, but no such luck. They 
were many hours from coming back from their date, and if 


Lindon knew Brian Toft, then they were probably going to 


be two hours late, since Brian was going to want to go to 
his favorite bar for a few evening drinks with his wife. 

Lindon walked to the balcony doors of his study, 
opened the crisp, tan shutter doors, and stepped into 
scalding, white light. 

He thought, "Damn...you cant beat that view!" 

St. John was more beautiful than usual today. Barely a 
cloud in the sky, and the few that existed were like blurry 
lines of white yarn. Lindon looked down at the beach. The 
light sparkled on the waves like a thousand diamonds 
competing for attention. The trees, with their multitude of 
greens, were shaking lightly by the wind, as if they were all 
trying to do a secret dance amongst themselves. Ihe beach 
was a monolithic orange, frequently disturbed by the milky 
foam of crashing waves from the ocean, whose paralyzing 
blue beat against the land with the rhythmic focus of a 
soft drum. Lindon looked up. Some of the other islands 
could be seen in the distance. They were like silent guard- 
ians protecting the channels between them, as the seagulls 
danced around them. 

Despite all this immeasurable beauty, however, none 
of it could stir Lindon's soul. He tried to let this serve as 
inspiration. But nothing happened. Lindon could only 
look upon the scene with respectable indifference. 

Lindon was going back to his desk to resume work 
when he realized how hungry he was, so he decided 
to walk the long trek to the kitchen. Lindon had been 
staying in a real mansion the past few days. It was brown 
and grey and sat on top of a hill, so it had a perfect view 
of the ocean. He had been invited to stay here for a few 
weeks by the owner of the mansion Brian Toft, a friend 
and fan of his work. Brian was a famous guitarist from 
Texas who was part of a band known as the Bermuda Erns, 
a reference to one of the novels of Kurt Vonnegut. Brian 
was married to a beautiful French model he had met in 
New York named Séphora. She was extremely tall with 
long blond hair and sky blue eyes. She had a smile that 
could cure melancholy. 

As Lindon was making himself a turkey sandwich, he 
began to recall why he was here. Lindon was a writer, and 
had written many successful novels and short stories. He 
won a lot of awards. But now it had been a year since he 
wrote anything. 

A whole fucking year. 

Lindon's money was starting to dry up and his 
girlfriend was starting to think he had permanent writer's 
block. She was getting agitated about it, too. Probably 
explains why she elected to not come with him to St. John. 

“Fine. Her loss," Lindon thought indifferently. 

Lindon was biting into his mediocre sandwich 
when he had a flashback to a meeting with Brian in a 
restaurant in Houston a month ago. He could tell Lindon 
was struggling. 

Brian called him out. “Listen, me and Séphora are go- 
ing down to our place down in St. John in a month to get 
a few weeks R&R before the band starts recording for the 
next album. Why don't you join us? Maybe your inspira- 
tion will slap you while you are down there. That is what 
usually happens to me." Brian laughed. 
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Lindon was pretty shocked, and it showed on his face. 
"Are you sure, Brian? I mean I don't want to be a nuisance 
while you both are trying to have alone time." 

Brian shrugged it off. “Nonsense, Lindon! You will 
have the guest house all to yourself, so you can behave 
like a tenant when you need to get work done or me and 
Séphora are... well, you know." Brian laughed his hearty 
laugh again. “Also, my wife loves you. She would also 
love the opportunity to brag to her friends that Lindon 
Oakley's next masterpiece was written in her summer- 
house. Just buy us a few drinks while we are there, and we 
will call it even." Brian loved to drink. | 

Lindon reluctantly agreed and later talked to the 
beautiful Séphora about it. Her seductive French accent 
was to die for. Miss Kingdom was Séphora's favorite novel 
by Lindon. A romance novel. She said she was excited that 
Lindon was coming with them. 

However, Lindon saw something in Séphora’s 
eyes just then. She wasn't entirely wholehearted in her 
excitement. Lindon was seeing it more and more in 
women recently. Women that used to find him attractive 
no longer gave him the same attention. It was as if they 
subconsciously knew the profound nature of his writer's 
block. They were disgusted by it. Appalled. They were fine 
with being friends with Lindon, but didn't want to be 
too “engaged” with him. They didn't want to talk to him 
about anything of substance. This is what really depressed 
Lindon. These women were suggesting something had 
died within him—something important for life. 

Lindon tried his best to write some fiction while 
in St. John, but nothing came to him. He simply 
distracted himself from his failure by resuming his normal 
editorial work. Brian and Séphora tried a few times to get 
Lindon to go out with them or go exploring on one of the 
other islands, always in a vain attempt to encourage his 
creativity. Lindon always came up with an excuse or said 
he had too much work to do. He felt that Brian and the 
French beauty were getting frustrated with him. Séphora 
refused to look him in the eye last night, and Brian was far 
from his jovial self at the dinner table. 

After Lindon finished his sandwich, he began 
walking down the hall to the guesthouse. Then, coming 
from left field, a thought came to him—something that 
his recently deceased father once told him: "Lin, you cant 
keep yourself locked indoors all the time. It will drive you 
crazy. You got to go outside. Out into the world. You have 
to experience many different things to improve yourself as 
a human being." Lindon's dad was an investment advisor, 
so while he wasn't that melodramatic all the time, he knew 
what he was talking about, so you listened. 

Lindon decided. *You know what, screw it!" 

He showered, changed into some appropriate beach 
wear, and wrote a note for Brian and Séphora: 

“Hey guys, I went down to the beach for a bit to clear 
my head. I should be back before you read this, but if I'm 
not, don't worry. I should be back shortly after you guys 
return." Then he left, locked the door, and headed down to 
the beach. 
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An hour later, Lindon was still walking on the 
beaches—trying to enjoy himself, but not succeeding. 
Everyone else on the beach appeared to be having a good 
time. Not Lindon. Maybe there was something wrong 
with him. Maybe he can't write anything again. The 
questions and the depression were beginning to set in 
again, and he was just about to turn back, when he saw her. 

She was rushing toward the beach ahead of him on a 
sailboard. She was heading toward the beach dangerously 
fast. Next thing Lindon knew, she beached the sailboard 
(it had a stereotypical skull-and-crossbones sail) rather 
aggressively and hopped aboard the beach gracefully yet 
intensely. She was wearing a solid black wetsuit with red 
stripes along the side of it. She had the perfect body in 
Lindon' mind when it came to height, long, slim legs, 
fitness, and perfect curves and roundness in the two areas 
men normally fantasize about. She had long brown hair, 
with blond streaks running through it. She had brownish- 
yellow skin. She has soft brown eyes, a tall face, and 
high cheekbones. Although she looked exotic, like part 
Hispanic, she carried herself with the confidence of an 
American. Lindon was smitten. 

Lindon just stayed a safe distance away and stared 
at her while she haggled with the sailboard rental owner. 
Apparently, he wasn't happy that she almost crashed it. 
Also, there were a lot of deep scratches in it. After she 
handled that, she walked away from the beach. Lindon 
tried to stealthily follow. She went into a nearby shack 
bar, and Lindon sat at the other end and ordered a rum 
and coke. He was trying not to look directly at her. À few 
minutes passed, and while staring at his drink, he suddenly 
heard a loud feminine voice from the other side of the bar. 

“If you are going to stalk me from the beach, the least 
you can do is buy me a drink." 

Lindon snapped his head immediately toward the 
direction of the voice, and his skin went clammy. The 
woman was staring right at him with a sly smile on her 
face. 

Lindon looked around the bar bewildered; they were 
the only two customers there. 

He said with a stutter, “Ar....are you...you talking 
to me?" 

The woman did a light laugh. “Well, I definitely wasn't 
talking to the bartender." 

Lindon got up and thought, "Holy shit. What do I 
do now?" 

He walked around the bar and said to the bartender, 

"The lady's next drink is on me." The bartender gave him a 
nod and a wink. 

Lindon sat on the barstool next to the woman. 
Oddly enough, she seemed delighted by this rather than 
uncomfortable. Strange. 

He looked her straight in the face, put out his right 
hand, and said, “Name's Lindon Oakley.” 

She gave a flirtatious laugh, gave him a big ivory 
smile, shook his hand tenderly, and said, "Ariel 
McConnell." 


Lindon said aloud from his subconscious, "That is an 


extremely beautiful name." 
Ariel smiled again. "Ihank you. I used to hate it, but 


now I have grown used to it." 


Lindon tried to think fast and said, “So McConnell... 


are you Scottish?" He almost slapped himself in the face. 
He thought, “Idiot. Of course she isn't Scottish. She has a 
Southern accent." 

She gave a surprising laugh. "Good catch there, sir. 
My family was Scottish a long time ago, but I am from 
Tennessee. Born and raised." She had a husky tone that 


came out through her voice. It was actually quite attractive. 


“How did you guess that? I can tell you are Southern, too. 
What state?" 

Lindon thought, "Did she just read my mind?" 

He said, “Uh...l originally grew up in Alabama." 

A sly smile appeared on her face. "Wait...how did you 
know my family was originally Scottish? Have you been 
Internet stalking me, too?" 

Lindon was freaking out inwardly now. “What...no... 
I'm...I'm a writer. It is my job to know names,” he said. 
Nice save there, Tiger. 

A big smile erupted on Ariel's face, “Wait a minute! 

I know who you are now! I was struggling to remember 
where I had seen your face before. You are the Lindon 


Sometimes you have to 
light a fire underneath 


your own d SS or do it to 
Someone you care about. 


Oakley. The famous writer, right?" 

"Damn, what are the odds," Lindon thought. 

He raised his hands in mock surrender with a blush 
on his face. "You got me." 

She leaned closer over to him now and smiled 
seductively. “No need to be embarrassed, sweetheart. I read 
one of your short story collections once a few years ago. 
On the Edge and Other Tall Tales. I really enjoyed it.” 

Jackpot. 

Now Lindon was comfortable with the ball in his 
court. “Oh really? Do you read a lot?" 

Ariel waved her hand in indifference. "Not really. I 
cant devote my restless mind to lengthy literature. I'm 
more of an ‘adventurer’ if you will.” She laughed at this. 
Apparently, it was an inside joke Lindon couldnt get. 

“I see,” Lindon said. “So, what kind of adventure led 
you to scuffing up that sailboard and almost crashing it 
on the beach?" 

At this point, Lindon noticed the scratch mark 
on Ariel's arm. She averted his gaze, and covered it up 
with a hand. A look of cold, ferocious regret glazed over 
Ariel's eyes. 

“That was just a stupid, fucking mistake on my part. I 


should have planned better," she said. 

She removed her hand from her arm. The scar was 
gone. Lindon didn't notice. He decided it was best to 
change the subject. 

He said, "Well, when you have the time, what 
literature do you like?" 

Her smile was back. 

She said, "Ever read anything by Aksinya Valsilyev?" 

“No. Sounds Russian, though." 

The smile faded a bit. Agitation? 

“She was. Wrote in the late 1700s. I’m not surprised 
you don't know about her. She was a very obscure fanta- 
sist. Wrote about this fictional world more detailed than 
Middle-Earth. Published a single book called Tales of 
Rosweynov. Really bizarre stuff. Fun fact: she supposedly 
met Mary Shelley before she wrote Frankenstein and made 
a impression on her." 

Lindon was impressed. "Wow, I am definitely going to 
take a look at that." 


Ariel laughed pretty hard at this. “Good luck with that. 


Her work wasn't very popular when she was alive, and she 
died before a second edition was even considered. A lot 
of Russians thought she was a witch of some kind. Only 
20 copies of her work remain, and my family owns one. 
The rest are owned by rich men, some of which consider 
her a prophet." 

Lindon was flabbergasted. "What the hell?" His 
interest was piqued. 

It was clear Ariel wanted to change the subject. “I'm 
sorry. I know this is some strange shit to talk about. Tell 
me some of your favorite books....” 


After 45 minutes of more drinks and small talk, the 
conversation took an abrupt turn when Lindon said he 
didn't really have many hobbies outside of reading, writing, 
and watching television and films. It appeared Ariel had 
dozens of hobbies, and has had all kinds of jobs. 

"Are you serious?" She was appalled by the notion of 
his introverted attitude. 

Lindon said in a startled response, "Well...yeah...I 
mean, when you are a struggling writer, it is hard to focus 
your mind on anything else." 

Ariel said in cool defiance, “That is not an excuse.” She 
then raised her index finger before he could get his next 
word out. "Struggling? So, you haven't written anything in 
a while?" 

Busted. 

Lindon was taken aback. "Yeah. ..but...." 

Ariel smiled and then gracefully put her hand on his 
shoulder. *Close the tab. I have an idea." Lindon, startled, 
closed the tab. Ariel then snatched him by his wrist from 
his seat and made him run to the rental shack. 


An hour later, they were emerging from the water and 
removing their snorkel gear. Lindon was truly impressed 
by the vitality and color of the sea life. The fish. The coral. 
They even saw a small sea turtle! The thing let Ariel pet its 
shell like it knew her. 
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Sea-Strewn, Kristen Bledsoe, VSCOCam Galaxy $4 


-- 


Ariel was the first to speak. "So, what did you think?" 
“Breathtaking. Absolutely breathtaking. Thanks for 
making me do that, Ariel. I really needed that." 

Ariel smiled and said curiously, "No problem. You 
think you got any inspiration from that?" 

Lindon shrugged and said, "Maybe. We will see." 

Ariel then spaced out, looked toward the distance as 
they were walking and said, "I had a friend tell me one 
time, Sometimes you have to light a fire underneath your 
own ass or do it to someone you care about. Life is too 
short and the world too large to not experience it as much 
as you can.” She said it with an effective Scottish accent. 

Lindon was touched by the sincerity of her voice. He 
asked, “What did you say your current job was again?" 

She looked at him again with those fiercely wise 
eyes. “I am a marine biologist. When I am not goofing 
around down here, I am studying sea turtle behaviors. I 
feel like whatever job I have, it has to include a lot of 
traveling, you know? But also I love the water too much. 
My mom says I was inseparable from it at birth. The way 
it moves. The way it supports life. I hope I am something 
like a marine biologist in my next life." She said this rather 
cryptically, but with intensity in her eyes that made them 
shine like gemstones next to an inferno. She seemed to 
have forgotten that he was next to her. 

Lindon couldnt take it anymore. He grabbed her 
by the back of the head and kissed her right on the 
mouth. She wasn't disgusted by it, but pushed him off 
almost immediately. 

She gave a hearty laugh and said, "Oh, Lindon, I'm 
so sorry. You are very smart, sweet, and handsome, but my 
heart belongs to someone else. I’m sorry if I misled you." 

Of course, Lindon was awkwardly taken aback. "Oh... 
TI'm...T'm so, so sorry Ariel...I...I thought...." 

However, Ariel then began to lean forward. "With 
that being said, however, there is another way I can help 
you out." She then reached up, grabbed him by the back of 
the neck, and kissed him square on the mouth. 

Lindon's mind went blank. No. His mind was...being 
taken...somewhere else. Something was talking to him.... 

Ariel McConnell is not ber only name. She bas 19 
names. Peigi. Aksinya. Avanti. Fikriye. Wilbelmine. Nuo. 
Vibn. Tuprisa Prida. Wumyuo. Many worlds. Many faces. 
Other universes. Circus Performer. Sailor. Sorceress. Cabaret 
Singer. Midwife. Leader. She is a Facet: A limited part of 
a much greater being. She is using something to bring forth 
the life and creative energy that was lost. What is it? Water? 
Yes, it is water. She is using the water in his body to reveal 
these things. Water is her power. She uses it to both create and 
destroy. The River of Eglium. That was her original name. So 
many experiences, both human and...nonbuman? She has been 
everything: humans, aliens, objects, animals, places. Experi- 
ences beyond the five senses. I can "see" and "feel" wavelengths 
beyond visible light. Acoustics and vibrations beyond human 
bearing. Images more powerful than anything the human 
eye can witness. Experiences beyond mind and body. She 
was bunting something out there on the sailboard. À child of 
another Facet. The child was a monster of the seas. God help 


us! This thing bas true Hunger. Not just physical hunger. À 
metaphysical Hunger. A Hunger that warps time and space. 
How is this possible? Other worlds? Times? Oh god. ... The 
hunger! It comes for me! From all directions! 

His mind screamed for relief. 


...Lindon woke up on the beach. He had his ridiculous 
Hawaiian shirt back on him and no snorkel gear. It was 
pitch black outside. 

“What the hell," he muttered to himself. Ariel was 
long gone. Her footprints were fading rapidly in the sand. 

Then, it hit him. Fragments of visions. “Holy shit! I 
have to get this on paper. Now!" He did a dead sprint back 
to the mansion. 

Lindon burst through the door into the kitchen. Brian 
and Séphora were standing there, shocked and anxious. 

" [here you are! Where the hell have you been? 
Séphora and I almost called the police!" Brian said with 
explosive anger. | 

Lindon was literally twitching. “Sorry, Brian, I met 
this woman and—” 

Before Lindon could finish, Séphora breathed a sigh 
of relief, and Brian threw his hands in the air and laughed 
sardonically. 

Brian said, “A woman! Of course. Should have guessed 
that! Here Séphora and I were thinking you were mugged!” 

Lindon dismissed them and began sprinting to 
the guesthouse. 

Brian yelled, "And just what the hell are you doing 
now?" 

"Sorry, Brian. I've got it now. I think I have a new 
novel, and I have to start writing it now. I will see both of 
you tomorrow." 

The couple heard a door slam. 

Brian began to rub his temples. "Unbelievable. Leave 
it to Lindon to get bit by the writing bug at one in the 
morning. I guess you were right, hun. You win the bet. I 
guess you cant force a muse on someone. You think this is 
going to be a good one? I mean, this one that he is all hot 
and bothered about?" 

Séphora was grabbing the wine, when a twinkle in her 
eye appeared after Brian asked the question. 

“I think so, Brian. I mean...he seems different 
somehow. Something has changed for him. It is like his 
aura has—" 

Brian cut her off. “Uh-uh, Séphora. None of that 
New Age garbage right now. Pour me some wine, and let's 
watch some TV to cure me of this anxiety before we go to 
sleep. We have some Breaking Bad to catch up on anyway." 
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Ding Dong Daddy 


Poetry by Ande Nichols 


Cheap maestros 
finger clip-on suspenders, 
their velcro bow ties. 
They play in time 
with the crescendo 
of the orange pop sun 
as it bubbles and hisses 
along the panting hills 
of San Francisco. 


A streetcar stops, 

and the wire halo fizzles. 
One crooked man spits 

his mush tobacco, 
eyeing a honey. 

A sloshed hello 
spills over her 

as she slips and sticks 
into the nook of his elbow. 


Drowning as they ride round, 
her and her flyby beau, 
in a red puddle of melted 
acrylics from sham Louboutins 
and slow drippings of sweat. 
The bell dings, throwing 
them on the hot road 
with chewed plump lips, 
itches to scratch, 
but nowhere to go. 
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Fabric Study, Josh Adams, ink 
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Radio Fuzz 


Poetry by Aaron Scobie 


A man is hiding in his car. He 
is driving away from the sun. 


Mike is here and his voice is like 
static. À man is hiding in his car. 


The sky is too blue. It hurts the 
man’s eyes, so he stays, hiding in his car. 


Mike's static strums a guitar now. 
There is a squirrel crossing the road. 


Mike's voice is clear. He is singing to the 
man. The squirrel has stopped in the road. 


The man is still hiding. The 
squirrel is looking at the sky. The 


squirrel is being consumed by the 
sun. The man is still hiding in 


his car. Mike is a low hum. The 
man feels this. The man feels it 


in the steering wheel, and his fingers. The 
man is hiding, pressing the gas. The 


squirrel, in the middle of the 
lane, stayed staring at the sky. 


The man is hiding from the sun. Mike 
presses the valves of his trumpet. 


The sky is focused on the squirrel. 
The man refuses to let up on the 


gas. Heavy picking, quiet strums, 
and a clear voice from Mike. 


The road is in control; the sky, too. 
The squirrel knows. The man 


hates the squirrel. The man is 
hiding in his car and the squirrel is the 


sky and the man driving from the 
sun feels his hand turn Mike off. 
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Tethered to Canyon, Joseph Wheeler, acrylic and charcoal on canvas 


Cryptic, Mary Elizabeth Lawhon, Canon EOS Rebel T4i 


hey were always at the bottom of your purse. When 

you came over to my house, after the hugs and kisses 
at the doorway, I welcomed you in. We played bingo or 
cards, making up the rules as we went along so that I 
would win. You would fish around in your purse for my 
prize. It lay locked in a blue tin with white trim, bold, 
black lettering across the front that glistened when moved 
in the light. You took out one small, round peppermint. It 
matched the color of your hair, white as the snow that falls 
during the Christmas season, with speckles of blue that 
reminded you of the bluest sky. They tasted of the freshest 
mint, as if just plucked from your backyard garden. Dad 
always thought that I was too small to eat them. You snuck 
them to me anyway below the table. 

Saying goodbye was hard although you didnt live 
far away. When you drove off, you left your warm and 
comforting scent in the doorway that planted itself there 
for a few hours before returning to the smell of new house. 
Over the years we continued our games, playing until I 
had stuffed nine peppermints into my mouth and making 
claims of how I didn't have to brush my teeth that night. 

I remember the day my father told me the news. I 
was at the age of where I was no longer a naive youth but 
had yet to take on the full responsibilities of an adult. He 
told me what had happened, how the car had not seen you 
crossing the corner. He told me that it would have been 
painless for you with death sweeping you away so suddenly. 
At the funeral, we all cried. I remember the stuffy room 
filled with the scent of the mourning and of the day that 
was now soiled with loss. I didn't believe that you were in 
that closed casket. I imagined instead your body vanishing 
in a poof of minty air, and you gliding amongst the trees. 
Above the streets and the playground, spreading the scent 
of peppermints onto a cool winter's day. 
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1-70 West 


Poetry by Emma Hyche 


The sun is a burning penny sliding in its slotted path 
toward the horizon. On the other side of the sky, 
the bright dime of the moon rises over a sea somewhere. 


I could fly off the knife edge of the horizon if I drive 
fast enough. Sunflowers bow their heads in shame 


and my windshield is a butterfly graveyard. I feel my legs 


sweat themselves into the seat, I am not driving, 
I am what's driven. I feel the stitching in my cloth, my radio 
that picks up only the electric chatter of Topeka and farmers. 


God made the automobile, made me to crawl and shudder across the plains 
of Middle America, across the vast field of His brow. I’m cresting 
the finger of Oklahoma with the sun beating me like a prizefighter. 


“Oklahoma” from the Choctaw okla and homma, meaning red people, 
but it should really mean land of too much sky, too many clouds 
roiling with tornados, too many crows. I don't want a house or a hand, 


I want red things. The clay beneath the interstate is ok/a, the blood 
pooling at the bottom of my heart and dripping into my lungs is ok/a 
and I am one of a homma without a home to abandon. 


? 


The Dark with Fire, Nikolai Klotchkov, iPhone 48 
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Page 3, Joseph Wheeler, Relief print on paper 


On the Road 


Poetry by Nathaniel Vincent 


a practiced quiet. 
One we all know very well. 


In the car— 
we are first 
we see it still. 


On the road— 

cars passed along 

an awful stopping, 

passed along: safety glass, bones, blood, smoke and oil. 


On the road— 


she is laying there 
she is still. 


In the car— 
we are quiet 


there is: sweat, ants, and a breathing through the mouth. 


On the road— 

heading home we listen to a singing 
none of us know 

there are many voices. 


There are many others 
on the side of the road 
being very still 

but now in the darkness 
I cannot see them. 
Come morning light 


I will be somewhere else 
practicing my perfect quiet. 


Fall 2015 | Volume 42, Issue 1 


65 


66 


m P à ৷ &. y 


Interlaken, Ruthie Wofford, Nikon D5100 
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I spread the ice, 

you the salt. 

Grandfather of ice cream 
I've heard your stories 

so many times. 


Three tubs of cream 
three spinning machines 
years apart. 

The oldest, a rusty blue. 
Your eyes, grandfather 
spreading the salt 

I the ice. 


Grandfather of ice cream 

tell me a story 

full of whiskey with a tongue coated 
layer of ash 

layer of salt 

layer of ice. 


The rusty blue is the first 
to stop spinning. 

We unplug it, 

wrap it in newspaper 

and place it in the bathtub. 


The others continue to spin 
the youngest almost silently. 
My father walks out onto the porch. 


He watches and then takes 
grandfather's place as he sits 
and smokes. 


This is a story TII tell: 


The three of us 

taking our share 

from rusty blue that night. 
It was sweet, we loved it 
and we were happy. 


The salt from my blue eyes 
wont be enough: 

When I bury you in ice 

as I wrap you in ink and paper 
as your blood stops spinning. 


Grandfather, 

this blood of ours. 

I am running towards you. 

my shoes untied. 

I sound like a dog on the tile floor. 
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Snow 


Poetry by Claire Walter 


In the quiet moments before Ahmed Al-]umaili died, he 
and his wife stepped out of her familys apartment, in a 
small complex in a suburb of Dallas, to photograph the 
first snowfall bed ever seen. —Max Fisher, Vox 


In Baghdad, winter is written in dust 

and bodies. Mortar hums into the night, 
buildings stripped and open like mouths, 
empty honeycombs of ash. You stand 

in the Dallas airport with a poster counting 
the minutes the hours the days 
you've waited for him to arrive. 


2. 


Through the camera lens, you watch 
him shape his first snowball. His hands 
move, god now turning the world 
in his palms. He looks up, smiles, raises 
the snowball like a white flag—your surprise 
when he falls out of focus and shouts 

Imhit Im hit. 


Snow melts outside your apartment. 
You are alone haven't been 
touched in days. The flakes saturate 
the darkness in a way you have 

only experienced when a bullet leaves 
a barrel in an evanescent glow, but 
softer now and more suspicious. 
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The Chill of Rust, Mary Elizabeth Lawhon, Canon EOS Rebel T4i 
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For Florence 


Poetry by Mariah King 


Seal me tight. 

Press down the lid. 

Preserve me in time, 

Canned in your raspberry jam, 
Adorned in blue ribbon 

From the Winnebago County Fair. 


With sticky fingers 

Place me on the dust-ridden shelf 

Filled with jars of slumbering memories, 
Among rusted tricycles and croquet mallets, 
Suspended in the sweetness of summer, 

In a season of perpetual Julys. 


When stars shined brighter 

In our adolescent eyes. 

Sparklers carved luminescent pathways, 
Finite formations 

Mapping out the heavens, 

Fading into the vast night sky. 


Leave me in rusting repose, 

Hidden away in the rickety shed, 

Resting quietly in the backyard. 

The ghosts of our unseasoned souls 
Swimming in saccharine swirls, 
Hibernating through the depths of winter. 
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1. Jar, Shannon À. Bewley, high -fire stoneware 
2. Crystal Bowl, Shannon A. Bewley, high-fire stoneware 
3. Space Plates, Shannon A. Bewh high-fire stoneware 
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Fs a man woke up to an empty home. His wife had 
taken the children to the country to visit their aunt 
and uncle for the weekend. He would've gone, but there 
was business to attend to. In the morning he enjoyed a 
breakfast of Cheerios with day-old milk and dry toast. 

On the refrigerator door was a note from his wife. It read: 
"When the kids are away the adults come to play." The 
man read the note and smiled; he then made a cup of 
coffee and went outside. 

He walked down the sidewalk of his front yard to the 
little green mailbox, clutching his coffee mug. He with- 
drew a few envelopes from the box and shuffled through 
them. One house down was the neighbor; he, too, was at 
his mailbox. In his hand: a cup of coffee. They stared at 
each other a minute and nodded, then they both proceed- 
ed to admire the landscape of their homes. 

The neighbor's was well trimmed, the grass cut to 
approximately three inches, the shrubs evenly snipped and 
uniform. The flowerbed by the porch was in full bloom 
surrounded by a flock of butterflies. The neighbor turned 
his attention to the man and smiled a proud smile then 
walked back into his home. The man stood at the mailbox 
looking at his own yard. The grass, uneven and half dead, 
could've concealed in it a small child. 


The man, now dressed in gym shorts, boots and a dirty 
white t-shirt, made his way to the garage and lifted the 
heavy metal door. Sunlight flooded the dusty room as the 
roaches retreated to the shadows casted by the mausoleum 
of rusted tools. He turned to his left, 10 feet from him 
was the cat. The cat was not his; however, it belonged to 
his wife. It was a repulsive creature. Its faded black fur 
was wet and matted, missing chunks in some areas so 
that the pale flakey underskin showed. Its tail was bent 
near the tip as if crushed by a rocking chair. Its eyes were 
nearly sealed shut by the crust that surrounded them. One 
eye had been missing completely. 

His wife had come to befriend the cat about four 
months ago. The man was forced to compromise. She and 
the kids were allowed to feed and play with it, but only 
outside. Both man and cat stared into each other's eye. 
The man spat; the cat yawned then disappeared into the 
tall grass. 


The man removed a rusty pair of clippers from his 
garage. The blade was dull, and it squeaked each time he'd 
expand the handles. It was all he had. He considered bor- 
rowing the neighbor's, but the thought made him cringe. 
Instead, he lubricated the blades. 

The man began at the front of the yard, snipping 
away at every stem that was not in its place. By now, the 
neighbor had returned to his yard. A red ‘76 Camaro was 
parked in the driveway. It was a fine car, the type of car 
that is only driven three or four times a year. The neighbor 
began to rinse it off with a water hose. 'The man glared 
back at him while trimming the hedges. 'The nubs were 
jagged and uneven, but it would have to do. 

The cat lunged into the bushes a few feet away. A 
bird flew out, climbed about 20 feet, then dove for the 
man. He ducked, but the bird circled back. The cat leaped 
from the bushes and ran across the lawn with a baby bird 
dangling lifelessly from its mouth. The man swatted the 
air at the angry mother. 

The neighbor looked on in confusion. The bird was 
small and eluded the neighbor's vision. He could only see 
the man running wildly about his yard, so he continued to 
scrub his car with a sudsy sponge. The man ran for cover 
as the ball of feathers threatened to impale his eye sockets. 
Seeing no way out, he retreated into the house. 


The man refused to go near the hedges anymore that 
day. The section where the nest was remained untrimmed, 
and for about three feet the tall green stalks stood out 
among the rest of the bush. The man waited out the 
aerial assault with a sandwich and a coke. Unfortunately, 
the milk from that morning had a disagreement with his 
stomach. He spent the better half of his hold up flipping 
through a Highlights magazine while the contents of his 
bowels erupted into the toilet with a murky splash. When 
he was done he returned to his work. 


The man gassed up his riding mower and rolled to the 
front yard. It was a fine machine: John Deer green, yellow 
leather seating, zero point turn and, best of all, a double 
cup holder. The man ran a callused finger across the steer- 
ing wheel then released a pleasurable sigh. The mower was 
possibly his most prized possession. 
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Across the street at the little yellow house, the old lady 
had come out to read a Southern Living magazine. There 
was a bulge in her lip. She raised a tin can to her mouth 
and spat out a large mass of motor oil. She was a kind old 
lady. She used to have a husband, but he didnt last. Now 
she lived only with her dog. ‘The man smiled and waved; 
the old lady waved back. He turned his attention to his 
neighbor who was now cleaning the windows. The man 
looked down at his mower then cranked the motor. 

A paperboy came speeding down the street on his 
bike; he was late. The man clapped his hands twice and 
held them open as if preparing to catch a football. The 
paperboy threw a stack at the man with a strong arm, 
straight and steady, but off a hair. The man went for it. 
Too much, he toppled off of the seat of the lawn mower; 
it backfired, then the motor stopped. The paperboy held 
back a laugh. The old lady smiled through brown teeth. 
The neighbor wiped the windows. 

The man rose to his feet, dusting the dirt and grass 
from his elbows. It'd been a long time since hed seen 
action like that. He grabbed the newspaper and tossed it 
near the house. He startled the cat; it had been sleeping 
a few feet away from where the paper landed. In its panic, 
the cat knocked over the gas tank. Gas began pouring 
from the half-opened cap, but the man didn't notice. 

He seated himself upon the mower once more and fired 
the motor. 

A speeding projectile exploded from beneath the 
mower and found its target between the eyes of the cat. 
The cat collapsed to the ground. 'The man watched. A bit 
pleased, he cut the motor. The cat lay motionless. There 
were birds singing in the trees as the new summer sun 
danced across green grass. The cat batted its tail then rose 
to its feet. The man's greatest fear was now confirmed. 


The cat could not be killed. 


After mowing the lawn, the man removed an old 
ladder from the garage. It was a bit small and laced with 
cobwebs and the long abandoned molts of spiders. He 
leaned the ladder against the edge of the house then 
fitted a pair of gloves over his hands. The man climbed 
the ladder; the cat watched from below. At the top, the 
man scooped large wads of decomposing leaves from the 
trenches of the gutter and placed them in a trash bag. The 
cat batted at the stray bits that drifted to the ground. The 
man reached to grab another fist full of leaves when his 
hand was ambushed by a large red wasp. The man swatted, 
more wasps emerged from beneath the gutter. He was 
hopelessly outnumbered. He looked down; the cat stared 
up at him. He could make the jump. The man launched 
himself off the side of the ladder and hit the ground with a 
sloppy roll. The wasps pursued. 

He retreated into the house and went for the bottle of 
bug spray in the cabinet beneath the kitchen sink. Find- 
ing it empty, he improvised. The man returned to the 
yard armed with a grill lighter and a can of body spray. 
The wasps swarmed around their nest. 'The man lifted 
the lighter, ignited the flame, and then released the body 
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spray. One by one, the smoldering wasps fell from the air, 
each meeting its doom among the decapitated blades of 
grass. The man stood on the porch, triumphant. Then, the 
charred corpses of the wasps burst into small balls of 

fire. The flame grew and within seconds half of the yard 
was ablaze. 

A few feet from the porch the man saw the gas tank 
tipped on its side. He felt movement on his leg; the cat 
stroked its back against his shin. The man, trying not to 
panic, ran for the water hose. It was tangled and bent in 


multiple places. Across the yard the neighbor's legs stuck 
out from the passenger's side of the Camaro; he hummed 
a tune to himself. The man, finally conquering the hose, 
made haste to fight the flame. The fire refused to submit. 
The man ran inside his house and returned with an extin- 
guisher. He doused the lawn with a cloud of white fog. 
The man looked across the yard at his neighbor whod just 
emerged from the Camaro with a dirty rag and a bottle of 
leather polish. The neighbor, noticing the smoke, held up a 


thumb. The man waved with a forced smile. 


The wife pulled into the driveway at about a quarter to 
four. She exited her car and walked across the yard. 'Ihe 
man waited in a plastic chair on the porch puffing on a ci- 
gar. The cat licked its leg at the foot of the steps. The wife 
took her hand across its oily fur then turned to the yard. 

It looked like shit. She turned back to her husband and 
smiled a proud smile then proceeded up the steps to place 
a soft kiss on his forehead. He smiled. The wife removed 
her sandals at the door then motioned for him to come in. 
The man ashed his cigar then stepped inside. 
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Earth, Joseph Wheeler, acrylic on board 
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How to Submit Your Work 


At the beginning of each semester, The Auburn Circle takes submissions 
for that semester's publication. Submissions include art, interior design, 
graphic design, poetry, photography, fiction, nonfiction, fashion, archi- 
tecture, and any other documentable form of literature or art. This school 
year we've started a better and faster online application process that will 
make life easier for all of us. 


Please visit auburncircle.submittable.com or our website auburn.edu/ 
circle/submisssions for more information. 


auburn.edu/circle 
facebook.com/theauburncircle 
twitter.com/AuburnCircle 


